f 3 end. around. 
is heard. 
he muſic of the hive ; 
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5 vature's all alive: . 
e gro ve the work i is love 
The word is Sing and phy; 

. eve to mon, — ſages Warn, 

Ve maids beware of May! 

ich lively ſcheme, esch am rous 

e 

ur nympiis a chuſe; 

11 2 delights, the dong invites 1 

1 mirth provokes the muſe, 
1. war no more, our et 

come o er, 

ain n the brave ones (ay. | 

ws Where'er ye tread, temptation” 5 

0 {OS . Fpread, 

Beware the Ides of May * 


E bepherd's plain life, 
| - Without | pul. Wanne, 


| x 1 
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1 vloſſoms blow the ſpirits flow, 4 


* 
- 
- 


| 


7 
1 


1  Behald the gay roſe, 
How lovely it grows, | 
* Secure in the depth of the wat $7 
Yon oak, that on high, 
Aſpires to the fey, 
Both i and _— 
DverTo. Þ - 
Then let us the ſnare, A 
Of ambition beware, a 
That ſource of _— $08 ſmart. 
And ſport on the 
Or repoſe in the "rang 
Wi health & with quiet of bene. 


E Ye m ) faireft, dancdcley... 
Dangerev'ry moment 1 


73% 
d 


; 


« 


* 


* 
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Tim flies tilt, and will away, 
Time, that's ever on its 3 
Doubting and ſuſpence at beſt, 
Lovers late repentance bd: 
Let us, eager io be bleſt, 
Seine occaſion cre tis loſt = 


ö 


„ rate; 
* an tree bledſings i imparts 
As asture dirests, 
* hat bliſ ke expects | 
W F o health and quiet of heart; | 
4 7 grandeur and power, 
hoſe joys of an hour, © 
be mortale are og ys fat; 
X { Gr or Mow, 
(Contentment beſtow, 
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- AI at dwells in "tho win, t 


45 Zephyrs that fan the cu,: 
e fountains that 

| _ —mround,  - | 

Ohl ceaſe my heart ts Wound. 

Tout gentle blowing, 
Vour murmurs flowing. 

But waken my care: 

Lack a-day, 
n 4 

me! 


Mak 1b in net 
2 


* 


* 
% 
45 
55 


1 
— W 2 


—— — 


hen Na 


"IR 
* —— 


[i Ds. Nenn NTP 
| HO my ſeature's I'm tod,] - Be prais'd 6 all the town, / 
Are grown wrinkled & old, | A thouſand tongues on me are loſt; 


Dol wiſdom J hate and deteſt: I'll bear but only one. A 
Not a wrinkle is there, For which of all the flatt'ring train, 
| Which is furrow'd with care, Who ſwarm in beauty's ſhine, * 
My heart is as light as the beſt, When youth's gay Charms are in 
When I look on my boys, their wane, | 
They renew all ny joys, - Will court their ſure decline. 
My ſelf in my children I ſee: t Then {ops, and wits, and beaux 
W bile the comforts I find, | forbear. - 
In the kingdom, my mind, Your arts wili never do, 
Prenounce that my kingdom is free, | For ſume fend youth ſhall be. 1 
In the days I was young, | care, 
Oh! I caper'd-and ſung, 1 Life's checquer'd ſeaſons thre?, 
The lafſes came flocking apace; My little heart ſhall have a home, 
But now turn'd of threeſcore, A warm and fheiter'd reſt, * 
J can do ſo no more No giddy flights ſhall make me 
Why then let my boy take his place. | roam, 
Of our pleaſures we crack, From where I moſt am bleſs'd.. 
Fer we ſtill love the ſmack, With love and only that dear ſwain 
And chuckle o'er what we have What tranquil joys J ſee, | 
been, Farewell, ye falſe, inconitant train, 
Yet why ſhould we repine, | For one is all to me, | 
You've had yours, I've had mine, | -++»000r000o9050004c000r9905000099000000000 0090005008 
And now let our children begin AIN is ev'ry. fond endeavour, 
©0208 000000090008 £060 039 $000 9000095 o To refilt the tender dart; 
0 fly like bird rem greve to For examples move us never, 
rove, We mull feel to know the ſmart. 
To wander like the bee, When the ſhepherd ſwears he'sdy1 
To ſip of ſweets and taſte of lore, And our beauties ſets to view * 


Is not enough ſor me: Vanity, her aid ſupplying, 


No flutt'ring paſſions wake my z Bids us think 'tis all our due, 
b-eait, | Bids us thrak 'tis all our due, 


I'wiſh the place to find, Sefter than the vernal breezes, 
W here fate may give me peace and I: the mild,” deceitful ſtrain: 


.:: caſt, F rowning truth our ſex diſpleaſes, 
One ſhepherd to my mind. Flatt'ry never ſues in vainz 
To every youth [']] not be gay, | But too oon the happy lover, 
Does our tend” reft hopes deceive? 


Nor try on all my pow'r, 
Nor future pleaſures throw away, Man was form' d to be a rover, 
In toyings for an hour. _ Fooliſh Woman to believe, 
* wou'd nat reien the veneral toaſt. Faalih woman te belie ve. 


. 
E fam'd witty Nine, 
Aſſiit my deſign, 
And put your ſweet voices in tune; 
© While Parnaſſus I mount, 
And m carols recount, 
The joys of the focial half moon, 
Ihe yeliow-hair'd Scot, 
His Pattie has got, 
| The Hibernian, his Ellen a Roon; 
Bot Briton's fond lays, - 
Tonight are in praiſe, 
Of their miſtreſs, chaſte Cynthia 
the moon | 
Some bards may declare, 
That Kitty is fair, 


J 


June: 
But what reige ing toaſt, 
At St James's can boaſt, 
Such a number of ſtars as the moon 
Then Bacchus do thou, 
Be kind to us now, 
And luxuriouſly favour our boon ; | 
Fill the bowl to the brink, | 
That your vot'ries may drink, 
Till their faces look vw the full 
moon. 
Let dull ſober ſools, 
W hom temper7-ace rules, 
Sneak away to their pillows by 
noon. 3 
Such choice ſouls as we, 
Sap, jovial, and free, 
Stagger home by the light « the 
moon. 4 
We laugh, and we ſing, 
Our glaſſes we ring, 
To depart always think it too 
ſoon : 
Then while there's good time, 
Let's chearfully join, 


| 


6 


— 
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And more ſweet than the roſes in | 


| 


| 


J | 
OUNG Damon, with ſeducing 


art, 
His deathlefs paſſion pleads ; 
Bids Silvia take his conſtant heart, 
She loves id he ſucceeds, 
Che loves, &c. 
Yet he her kiſs imprinted lips, 
Forſakes within the hour; 
And apes the roving, bee that Gipa, 
The {ſweets of ev'ry flower, 
And ape, &c. 
New objects now attract his eyes, 
Subgu'd.by other chargs ; 
While hopeleſs Silvia vainly tries, 
To lure him to her arms. 
To lure, ' &. 
Of this ye blooming fair be ſure, 
If virtue once gives way: 
The heart you think you hold ſe- 
cure, 
No longer owns your ſway, 
No longer, c 


P * „—— A 


| 


JI I OY 2 


— — 
OW&ES of . ſhould ever er bind 
Men who are to honour true, 
They muſt have a ſavage mind 
Who refuſe the fair their due, 
Scorn'd and hated may they be, 
Who from conſtaney do ſwerve: 
So may ev'ry nymph agree, 
All ſuch faithleſs ſwains to ſerve, 


OG0 59 $4 04-0 000 oe 
Te? keep my gentle ]-fle, 
What ſabour would ſeem hard 
Each toilſome tafk how ealy, 
Her love the {weet reward. 
Her love the ſweet reward. 
he bee, thus uncomplaining, 
Efteems ne toil ſevere : 
The ſweet reward »btaini 
Of honey all the year. 


T 


| ins health. to the man of the moon 


j Of eney all the year. 


4 4 Þ. . 
* » 


Sx 
* BERRY Cail welia fly for 


ſhelter, 
In what ſecret grove or cave, 
Sighs ar d ſonnets ſent to melt her, 
From the you og the gay the brave 
Tho' with prudiſh airs ſhe ilarch her 


Each fop ſure of ſuccecding: 


| Of ev'ry one I made a jeſt, 


That I might ſhew my breeding. 
And rivals I had many ; 


Still ſhe longs and ftill ſhe burns, 


W hereſoe'er the damſel turns. 


W hat tho' I us'd him juſt the ſame, 
I lik'd him beſt of any. | 


Cupid ſhoots like Hymen's a cher, | Vith fighs and tears he often ſwore 
] 


Virtue youth good ſenſe aad beauty | 
If diſcretion guide us not] 
Sometimes are the ruMKian's booty, 
Sometimes are the oohy's lot. 
Now they're purchas'd by the trader 

Now comtnanded iy the perr, 
Now ſome ſubile mean invader, 

Wins the heart or gains the ear 
© diſcretion thou't a jewel, 5 5 

Or eur grand-mamma's miſtake, 
Stinting flame by baring fuel, | 
Always careful and awake. | 
Would you keep your pearls from 
tramplers, 


For me his heart was bleeding: 
I enly plagued him ſtill the more, 

- That I might ſhew my breeding. 
| Enrag'dshe vow'd to break his 
: | * chain, | N 

And fly to ſmiling Kitty; 
I coy'd not bear to mcet diſdain, 
For ce not halt ſo pretty. 
With gent er words | bid him tay, 
For pardon fell to pleacing : 
To church we went and from that 
day, 
I fh-w'd him better breeding. 
O OO © $$38 YOn0 SAS) AFIQOS THO "» FARO TE” $38 


HAT means that tender ſigh 


Weigh the |'cence weigh th- bans 
Mark my ſoeg upon your (amplers 

Wear it on your knots ard fans. 
| Y00 500092000089 > A259 $929 500 L280 — 
HEN tu:or'd under mam- 

| ma's care, 
Suck charms I did inherit : 
She gave ſtret charge, that none 
| ſhould dare, | 

To curb my growirg ſpirit. 

My neck and breaſt were never hid, 
Romances eve: rexding; 
To hold my head up I was bid, 
That 1 may fſhew my breeding 
3y turns I play'd the flirt and prude 

Affected joy aud forow: 
And what to-day was very rude, 
I thought polite to-morrow. 


my dear, 
W by ſi ent Jrops that chryſtal tear? 
What jealous fears dilturb thy breaſt 
Where love and peace delight to 
reſt? | 

What tho' thy J>cky has been ſcen 
With Molly (porting on the geen, 
"Twas but an art ful trick to prove, 
| The matchleſs for ce of Jenny's love, 
Tu true a nolegay I had dreſt, 

To grace the witty Daphne's 
breaſt : / 


Bot "twas at her defire to try, 


If Damon call a j-alous eye. 
dawn, 


But in thy tragrant boſom lies, 


jy ear and dukes 1 was gddret'd | 


A ſweet perfume that never dies. 


| Yeung Damen too confeſfs'd a flame, 


Theſe flowers will fade by morning 


Neglected, ſcatter'd o'er the lawns 
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[VINCENT and HILLIAED. | 


Vincaxr, 
wW 


1 


F beg, bat in a higher ſtrain, 
Than ſordid fiaves, who beg 
for gain. 
Hiri. 
No paltry gold or gems we want, 
We beg what you alone can grant. 
VinCEnT. 
No lofty titles, ne renown, 
But fomething greater than a crown 
fs ILLIARD. 4 
ealth, or liberty; 
Born N | 


— 


We beg not w 
We beg your humble flaves.tq 
2 Vixcews . 
We beg your ſnowy hands tp kiſs, 
Or lips, if you'd vouchſaſe ie bliſs. | 
Hilttano. _ 
And if our faithful vowg can move, 
[What Gods might envy us] your 
| love | 
| VincgnT. 
The boon we beg, if you deny, 
Our fate's decrecd, we pine and die 
HItTIAup, 
heg, for life implore ; 
BOTH, | 
The pooreſt wretck can beg no more 


* 
za” 


For life we 
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OUNG Colin to our cottage 
cume, | 
Andvow'd how much he lov'd, 

1own I telt a ſecret flame, 

vet not his ſuit approv'd 
A rhouſan- tender tales he told, 

I ſeem'd to think agree; 

And made believe my heart was 
1 * 
What could a virgin do 


7 


cold, 


be. 


| YOUNG | a 


1 


What could a virgin do? 
The artleſs mind is ſoon impreſs'd, 
With thoughts before unknown : 
When Cupid wounds the female 
breaſt, 
He's ſure to keep his throne, 
vain-our fortune we try, 
hen love's reſolved to ſue; 
Tus hard thro” pity to deny, 
What can a virgin do? 
The maxim, macry while you're 
young, 
I think ſha!l be my guide: 
Tho Celin's ſeems a flatt'ring tongue 
Yet virtue is my pride. 

Should Colin when he woes again, 
Have Hymen's bands in view; 
then ſhall with the fprig htly ſwain 

| Know what ['ve got to do. 


* 


In 


— 
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HEN real joy we mils, 
"Tis ſome degree of bliſs, 
To reap ideal pleilure, 
And dream of hidden treaſure, 
The ſoldier dreams of wars, 
And conquers without fears, 
The ſailor in his fleep, 
With ſafety ploughs the deep. 
So I, through fancy's aid, 
| Enjoy my heav'nly maid, 
And bleſs'd with thee and love, 
And greater far than Jove, 


% | m——_ 
nme 


m, and ſore afraid, 
Wou'd you hurt a harmleſs 
maid ? 

Lead an innocent aſtray, 
Tempt me not, kind Sir, I pray. 
Men too often we believe: 


I And ſhould you my faith deceive, 
And made believe my krart was | Ruin firſt, and then forſake, 


Sate my tender heart would break, 


A * 


T ftill fo young, and ſcarce | 
: fifteen, 
Vet fweethearts have plenty, 
And if mare forward I had been, 
E'er this day had been twenty. 
Li- buzzing flies or waſps with | 
| lings, 
In {warms they kover roand me, 
T bfuſh away thoſe humming things 
They have no power to qund me 
J ſurely am not much to blame, 

To ſport with one and t'other, 
My lovers taiſe no redd' ning (ame, 
*Tis playing with one's brother. 

T like to hear wat each can ſay, 
To ſte wha they'd be doing. 


| The't mayhap ſhe likes him mainly 


W 


"Tis with pain the ſait's began. 


Still che ſnams it coy and cold, 
Fearing to confeſs it plainly, 

. Leſt the folks ſhould think her 

bold. 4 

But the parſon comes in ſight, 

Gives the word to bili and coo, 
Tis a different ſtory quite, 

And ſhe quickly buckles too. 


ATES, parted how the ſea, 
May increaſe the river's ids 

To'the bubbling fount may flee, 
Or through fertile valley's glide, 

Though, in ſearch of loſt Hans; 


| 


And when they think me woſt their 
prey, 
I'm fartheſt off from ruin. 
What tho? in crowds I paſs the day | — 
And ail my joy is teazing, 
To one alone I'd not be gay, 
Leaſt one ſhould be tos pleaſing. 
They fondly flutter here and there, 
And take their idle ſtation, 
They only catch their eye and ear, 
But raiſe no palpitation. 
Then welcome Harry, Tom and 
Phill, 
Your numbers won't Alen me: 
For truſt me 'm in ſafety it, 
Tis only one can harm me, 
Then to. this folly nymph*+ be kind, 
Caquetting's but a ſeaſon, 
When older grown, to one refign'd, - 
mm yield to love aud reaſon. 
WIEN  amaid, ina way of Mar- 
8 riage, 
Firſt is courted by a man, 
Let un do the beft he can, 
She's ſo ſhame - ſac d in her carriage 


1 


8 — 


3 


| 


the land "tis ir-e to r 
till it d'urmet⸗ z5 it flows, 
"Till it reach it's native home, 
YE Gods ye gave : to me a wife, 
Out of your grace and favour, - 
To be the comfort ol ry life, 
Add [ was glad to have her. 
But if your providence divine, 
For greater bliſs deſign her; 


To obey your will at any time, 
I am ready to W her. 


22» 


K 
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HENCE can you inherit, 
c Confin' 


| 
| 
| 


So flaviſh a ſpirit, 

d thus and chain'd to a log? 
Now fondled, now chid, 
permitted. forbid: 

'Tis leading the lite of a dog, 
For ſhame! you a lover! 
More firmneſs diſcover : | 

Take courage, nor here longer 

mope: 

Reſiſt, — be free: 
Run riot, like me: 


And to perfect the picture, clpe 


| 


** 
4 
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S down on Banna's banks 1 
ftrayd, 
One evening in May; | 
The little birds in blitheſt notes, 
Made vocal ev'ry ſpray :. 
They ſang their little tales of love, 
They ſung them ofer and ofer ; 


Ah Grammachree ma Chollenogue 


Ma Moll Aſhtore. 

The daiſey pied and all the ſweets, 
The dawn of nature yields; 

The primroſe pale the violet blue, 

Lay ſcatter'd o'er the field: 

Such fragrance in the boſom les, 
Of her whom I adore; 

Ah Grammachree, &. 

I laid me down upon a bank, 

Bewailing my ſad fate; 

That doom'd me thus the flave of 

love, 

And cruel Molly's hate: 

How can ſhe flight the honeſt heart 
That wears her in its core; 

Ah Grammachree, &c. 

. You ſaid you lov'd me Molly dear 
Ah why did I believe; 

Yet who could think ſuch tender 

words, FIT 

Were meant but to deceive; 

That love was all I aſk'd on earth, 
Nay Heav ns could give no more 

Ak Grammachree, &c. 

Oh bad ] all the flocks that graze, 
On yonder yellow hill: 

Or low'd to me the num*rops herds 
"That yon green paſtures fill : 

Wich her I love Id gladly hare, 
My kine and fleecy ſtore; 

Ah Grammachree, & 

Two turtle doves above my head, 
Sat courting on a bough: | 

Tepvied them their happineſs, 


| 


1 ſpeak 
| 


| 


To ſee them bill and coe: 
Such ſondneſs once to me ſhe ſhew d 
But now alas *tis ofer ; 
Ah Grammachree, &c. 
Then fare thee well my Molly dear 
Thy loſs J efer ſha}} mourn ; 
Whilſt life remains in Strephon's 
breast, 
T will beat for thee alone: 
Tho“ thou art falle may heaven on 
thee, 
It's choiceſt bleflings pour: 
Ah Grammachree ma Chollenogue 
Ma Molly Aſhtore. 


my mind of woman- 
kind, 
In one word 'tis this, 
By nature they're deſign'd, 


; 


| 


| 


i 


To ſay and do amiſs. 
Be they maids, be they wives, 
Alike they plague our lives ; 
Wanton, head ſtrong, cunning, vais, 
Porn to cheat, and give men pain. 
Their ſtudy, day and night, 
Is miſchief their delight: 
And it we ſhould prevent, 
At one door the intent, 
They quickly turn about, 
And find another out. 


— LEY 


> ras nowye ſts ive to charm 
me, | ; 

All ye ſweets of blooming May: 
How mould cmjty ſunſhine warm 
| me, 

While Lothario keeps away? 
Go ye waibling birds go leave me, 

Shake ye clouds the fmiling ſky, 
Sweeter notes her voice can give nie” 

Softer ſunſhine fills her eye, | 


| 


C 


AR DIAN Angels now pro | 


O tell jeu the truth, 


| tect me. In the days of my youth, 

Send ah ſend the youth I love, | As mirth and nature bid, 
Deign O Cupid to direct me, I 'ik'd a glaſs. 

Lead me thro* the myrtle grove; Ard I lov'd a laſs, 
Bear my fighs ſoft floating air, And I did as younkers did, 

Say I love him to deſpair, But now | am old, 
Tell him it is for him to grieve, With grief be it told, 

For him alone I wiſh to live. | I muſt thoſe freaks forbear: 
Mid ſecluded dells I]! wander, At fixty three, 


+ Silert as the ſhades of night, 
Near ſome bubbling rill meander, [A 
Where he oft has bleſt my fight; —̃ͤ — — 


There to weep the night away, WHY. how now, Miſs Pert: 
There in ſighs to ſpend the day, Do you think to divert, 
Think fond youth the vows yeu | My anger by fawning and ſtroking? 

ſwore, Would yon make me a fool. 
Ard muſt I never ſee you mot- Your play-thing, your tool? 
Then recluſe ſhall be my dwelling, | Was ever young minx {+ prevokirg 
Deep in ſome ſequeſſer d yale, Get out of my ſiaht, 
There with mournful cadence fivel- | * Twould be ſerving you right, 
1 To lay a round of the 1.ſh on; 
Oſt repeat my love. ſick tale; Conttadict your Mamma; 
ind the lark and Philemel, I've a mind by the a 
Ot ſhall hear a virgin tell, » | But | won't put myſelfin a paſſion. 
Vhat*s the pain to bid adien, | — 
To joy to happineſs and you- | A SK if yon damaſk role. be ſweet, 
— — _—_— — —— That ſcents the ambient air, 
OU aſk me in vain, Thenafſk ezchſhepherdthat you meet 
Of what ills I complain, If dear Suſayra's fair, 
Uhere harbours the torment I find If dear Suſanna's ig ir. 


In my head, in my heart, Say will the vulture leave his prey 
It invades ev'ry part, And u arble through the grove, 
nd ſubdves both my body & mind. Bid wanton linnets quit the (pray, 
Each effort I try, | "Then doubt thy ſhepherd 's love, 
Every medicine apply, The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, 
he pangs of my ſoul to appeaſe; | And pride in ſplendour ſhine, 
But deom'd to endure, 1 


5 e bards unenvied laurels wear, 
kat I mean for a cure, Be fair Suſanna mine, 
*urns poiſots and feeds the diſcaſe. Be fair Suſanna mine. 


—— — — 


* I'wixt you and me, 
man grows worle for wear. 


Mis. Mt 
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